Plastered 


Author: midnight_moonlight 

Bands: Megadeth 

Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Mar 13 2013 0712: GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Plastered 


PLASTERED 

Doy II 

CRASH 
"Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck" 


Sighing, | lean against the kitchen counter and look down at my travel mug rolling around on the floor. Gripping 


the counter, | hop myself around, only to send my crutches flying in the opposite direction. 
"SHIT! Dave? Dave?! DAVE?!" 


No reply. Fishing around in my pocket, | yank out my phone, being careful not to drop that as well. Hitting speed 
dial |, | let it ring until Dave answers with a gruff, "What?!" 


"Kitchen. Now." 


Hanging up, | toss the phone on to the counter and lean heavily against it. Sweat beads along my forehead from 
the effort of standing, pain shooting up my right leg. 


Nearly two weeks ago | had an argument with the snow. | know, I know, I'm a Minnesota bunny, | love the snow. 
Unfortunately this time it didn’t like me and, while on a snowboarding vacation, it decided to break my leg in 
two places. Hence the foot to hip plaster cast, crutches, and my determination not to take painkillers. 


Which I'm regretting, by the way. 


"You're supposed to be in bed" Dave's arm snakes around my waist and guides me to a stool. With a sigh of 


relief, | drop on to it. 


"Yeah, well, I've read the books you left me, the laptop charger's fallen on the floor, I'm out of coffee, my 
other book's run out of battery, and I'm tired of lying on my back." 


Dave snickers. "You never used to get tired of lying on your back." 

Scowling, | thump him. "Coffee now, asshole." 

Still snickering, he bends down and picks up my travel mug. To say Dave's been an angel the past days is an 
understatement. Most see him for what he is in the media; brash and outspoken. But, behind closed doors, he 
makes a mean cup of coffee and has the local pizza place's number memorised. 

Water goes into the coffee machine, closely followed coffee. A switch is flicked and it begins to bubble away. 
Strong hands wrap around my lower back, thumbs working at the aching muscles. Tilting my head forward, | 
groan. 

"How ya feelin?" he softly asks, lips kissing my hair. 

"Like shit," | reply. "Fuckin’ shit.” 

Six weeks, six long weeks, I've got to wait for this to come off. And if it's not fixed then.. Well, itll be another 
round of treatments. | hate being immobile, hate being trussed up like the Thanksgiving turkey. I'm used to 
being out and about, running, walking, climbing, biking. | miss it and I'm fast starting to get cabin fever. 

"Do you wanna try going out?" 

| shake my head. "No, not yet. Maybe tomorrow." 

Truth be told, | don't feel safe with the huge cast. My whole centre of gravity has changed, making it difficult 


for me to even get this far. | may have crutches and a willing driver, but it still doesn't make me feel great. 


And there's not a hope in Hell I'm getting in a wheelchair. It was bad enough being hauled into the hospital 


strapped to a spinal board and gurney. 


His hands sweep a little further up my back and | shiver beneath them. How | wish | was face down on the 
bed, his knees either side of my hips as he gives my back a proper working over. Hell, I'm even sleeping in one 


of the spare rooms so that he's not finding himself getting kicked in the right. 


The coffee machine finishes and the hands disappear, a kiss pressed to the side of my head. 


Day 13 


If there's one thing about being immobile is that you soon realise how horny you can get when there's nothing 
you can do about it. Well, there are ways around it but I'm too battered, bruised and exhausted to particularly 
care. | know its driving Dave to the edge of distraction He's used to getting it every day and he's starting to 
look like a kicked puppy now that he's being deprived. I've told him to go and jerk off, but he mumbles 
something about it not being the same. Every night, he stands in the doorway, that hang dog expression on his 
face, waiting to see if I'm going to change my mind. Not tonight, sweetheart. And not any night for the next six 
weeks. Well, not unless we can figure out how to do without adding to the injuries | already have. 


Needing the bathroom, | work my way to the edge of the bed, first grasping hold of the cast and placing that 
foot on the floor, before swinging my good one down. Sliding my hands into the crutches, | grunt and heave 
myself up. 


The spare room doesn't have an ensuite. Never worked out why and it means a hobble down the hallway to 


the bathroom. Crooking my leg up, | begin the slow hop. 


| hear sounds as | pass our room, grunting and groaning. A soft "Junior" floats to my ears and my eyes widen, 
a grin teasing my lips. Is he..? The door's cracked open and, with the foot of a crutch, | nudge the door open a 
little more. What | see makes my grin widen. 


Dave's on his hands and knees, jeans pooled just below his ass. His thrusts are quick and sharp, ass clenching 
as he rocks back and forth. Thirteen days of no sex have obviously gotten to him. Seeing something dangling 
between his legs, | cock my head and stifle a laugh. 


My favourite black shirt, the one I'd tossed out for laundry two days ago, is balled in his hand, his cock no 
doubt wrapped in the fabric. Dave fucking my clothes because | couldn't give him any.. It's hot in a sweet kind 
of way. The kind of way where, fifty years ago, he'd have brought flowers and lemonade to my house to try 


and woo me. 


Dave's voice grows with his thrusts, a string of mostly coherent sentences spilling from his lips. "Yeah, baby, 
just like that. Love it when you do that for Daddy. Love it when you arch your back all pretty like. Keep it up, 


Junior, ‘cause you're makin’ me all hot for you.” 


Watching him was doing nothing for my own, abandoned libido, and my sweat pants tented in front of him. 
Groaning softly, | lean heavily against the wall and press a hand to my cock, wishing it down. Wonder if | could 
do something about it in the bathroom? 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck, Junior, fuck, gonna-" 


Peering around the door, | watch as he stiffens and lets out one, long growl. From experience, | know that his 
eyes are most likely closed and his mouth twisted in to the infamous Mustaine sneer. God, that's always 


turned me on, knowing that | do that to him. 


Before he gets chance to recover and hear me hopping around, | ease myself back onto two crutches and one 
foot, my journey to the bathroom still ahead of me. My cock bobs with each hop. Fuckin’ thing. Got a fuckin’ 


mind of its own. 


Day [5 


The memory of two days ago still plagues me, arousing me in ways | never thought it would. But, despite the 
raging erection, | haven't got the energy to deal with it. | want to, but my body still aches, aches from lugging 


around several extra pounds, aches from moving, aches from sleeping. Aches from fucking everything. 


An itch flares up beneath the cast and | let out a muffled scream. Reaching for the bedside table, | grab the 
straightened wire coat hanger and shove it down the plaster. Whoever invented these things must be making a 
small fortune from people like myself, because they sure as Hell ain't any good for hanging clothes on. 
Wriggling, | sigh with happiness, the itch abating as the wire bites in to it. First thing | do when | get this thing 
off is to have a good scratch. Second thing is to wipe the kicked puppy look from Dave's face. 


Tossing the wire to one side, | pick up my laptop, open the lid and switch it on A low battery light flashes 
across the screen. Looking to the floor, | groan. The charger's downstairs. Took it down there last night when 


Dave decided we had to have a movie night. | can bet everything else | need's down there as well. Taking a 


quick inventory, | pick up my phone, notice its battery low light, and call Dave. 
"What?" 
"That's no way to address an invalid. Geez, you'd never make it through nursing school." 


He sighs. "If lookin after you's taught me anythin, it's that | never, ever want to go in to medicine. What do 


you want, Junior?" 


| roll my eyes; some things never change. "Can you please bring up my e-reader and iPad, my laptop, tablet 
and phone chargers, the cable for the e-reader and MP3 player, and a cup of coffee. Ooo and some of those 


cookies as well, please." 

"Say please." 

"| did, Dave. But I'll say it again. Please. Happy now?" 

"Not really, but there you go." 

He grunts and hangs up. Downstairs | hear movement and, a few moments later, feet on the stairs. A shadow 
darkens my door, glowering at me, arms filled with gadgets and cables. Taking a plug from the pile, he tosses it 
at me, narrowly missing my good leg. One by one, the cables sail through the air and land on the bed. | can't 
stop myself from laughing at his antics. When he goes to toss the laptop at me, | yell. 

"Dave, don't! | know you're pissed off, but come on. Everything else is funny. That shit isn't.” 


| hold out my hands and he piles the mound of plastic and microchips into my palms. 


"Thank you." | smile and place everything to one side. Motioning him closer, | wrap a hand in his hair and kiss 


him. He whines against my lips, moving to tug himself away before giving in 

"sup?" | ask, hand still stroking his hair. 

The kicked puppy look returns and Dave quickly averts his eyes. | know he's probably feeling some shame for 
what he did the other night. He doesn't know that | know and I'm not letting on. Stroking his face, | tug him to 
the bed and pepper his cheek with kisses. 

"Come on. You can tell me what's wrong.” 

He shakes his head. 

"Oh, Dave, are you missing something?" 

He nods. 


"Whatca missing?" 


The word You is barely there, only just falling from his lips. Sighing, | wrap my arms around him, cradling his 
head against my chest. His arms go around me, his head pressed close and | gently stroke his hair. 


"Its not for long,” | mumble. 


"Feels like a fuckin’ lifetime," he softly replies. 


Day 17 


Talk about humiliating. | needed a shower and, every time | take one, | need Dave to be there just in case | 
decide to hit the deck. Got this snazzy waterproof thing which wraps around the cast and | can shower myself 
if | lean against the wall. But | know its doing Dave no favours to see me naked in the shower. The joys of 
having a wet room. He gets to be naked too and sit on the toilet and watch while | retain the little independence 
| have. Whenever | look up, | can see his eyes riding over me, devouring me like a prime steak. And every time, 
he gets aroused. Hell, it turns me on, knowing that he's watching me lather myself up, soapy hands dipping 


between my legs and over my ass. 


Despite everything, | can't help teasing him. Sliding my soap-slicked hands down my body, hands playing over 
my nipples and stomach. Letting my head fall back against the wall as | sigh, back arching and ass on show. 


Taking extra care to clean my cock and ass. And from the grumblings | hear, | know it's driving him crazy! 


Everything's had to grind to a halt while | recover. The band, the business, everything. Even though | can get 
around and mostly look after myself, Dave the Worrier has reared his head and refuses to leave the house 
until the cast comes off and I'm walking properly again. So life is on hold, which is obviously giving him a lot of 
time to mull things over, namely his lack of getting any ass. He's always been the same, always been wired for 
pleasure, and I'm not going to deny him. Hell, | enjoy getting laid as much as he does. And right now, it's killing 
us both. 


From downstairs | can hear music. Its not loud, so Dave's in the studio doing something. Shuffling from the 
bed, | grab the crutches and make for the stairs. Now there's a challenge. | really should have set up a room 


down there but when you're incapacitated you sometimes don't think of these things until they're too late. 


Sitting on the top step, | slide the crutches down them, watching as they clatter at the bottom. Wrapping a 
hand around the bannister, | slowly begin to ease myself down the stairs, one bump at a time. | hold my 
breath, praying that my grip won't go, praying that | won't find myself in a heap at the bottom. Easy does it. 
Slowly does it. It takes me a good few minutes to get from top to bottom and, with a sigh of relief, | place my 
feet on the ground, pick up the crutches and carefully ease myself to my feet. Riding my wave of success, | 
hobble through the house, pausing to rearrange crutches and cast. Finally, | nudge the studio door open 


"You should be in bed" He doesn't even look up. 
"Bored and restless. Sick of being in that fuckin’ bed. And | heard you playing. Wanted to come and join in” 
Dave looks up at me, an eyebrow raised. "Bed. Now." 


| hook a crutch around one of the chairs, the castors clattering over the wooden floor before bumping into 


the edge of the rug. "No." 


"You're being a real brat, David. Now do as | say." 


| settle myself on the chair, pulling out another one to lift my leg on to. "No. Now pass me a bass. Please and 


thank you." 


Begrudgingly, he does, plugging it in before he passes it to me. Resting it against my lap, | pluck at the strings, 
fingers dancing along familiar chords. Dave joins me, our music filling the air around us. It makes me feel 
better, that we're doing something together and that I'm not leeching off him. | feel like a leech, but | know 
that he secretly enjoys looking after me. It's something he spoke about back when we first met, how he felt 
he was on this planet to look after and protect me, that | gave him a reason to live. But still | feel a darkness 


emanating from him. 
"Dave?" 

He grunts. 

"Do you want to go out?" 


Lifting his head, he smiles the first real smile I've seen in several days. Placing his own guitar back on the 
stand, he takes mine from me, stashing it away before helping me to my feet. Shakily, | lean against him, the 
sharp pains snapping along my leg. Picking up my crutches, we half hop, half stagger from the studio. 


Day 8 


We went out for ice cream and some fresh air, sitting in one of the parks and watching the world go by, ice 
cream cones clutched in our hands. It made me feel like | should have been in an episode of Happy Days, sitting 
in a diner, laughing and joking and dancing. There's something sweet about going out for ice cream with your 
lover. Leaning against the metal arm rest of the bench, I'd had my busted leg resting in Dave's lap, his fingers 


occasionally tickling my bare toes. 


The sun had been high, the shadows from the tree behind us affording us a little shade. Mostly we had eaten 
in silence, eyes watching the walkers and joggers and dog walkers. Some waved as us, most ignored us. The 
feeling of the breeze in my hair and against my skin had been divine, a reminder of what I'd be coming back to 


in a few weeks. It was a perfect afternoon. 
"So," Dave began. 
"So?" | licked the last of the vanilla ice cream from my fingers. 


He shook his head. "Nothin\." 


"Dave, it can't be nothing. Not if you're wanting to start a conversation. Whats bugging you?" 
"Next album." 


| nudged him with my toes, the light air twisting around them. "That's not what you want to talk about, | can 


tell. Now come on, spill it." 


He sighed and moved to lift my leg from his lap. Instead | made it super heavy, pressing it back down. "Come 
on, Dave. There's something you want to talk about and we're not leaving until you do." 


Hazel eyes sadly looked at me for a moment before turning away. Lifting my leg from his lap, he eased it to 


the floor and handed me the crutches. 


Day 21 


So he never did tell me what he wanted to talk about and, except to bring me things and help me shower, he's 


been avoiding me. Not spoken a word, nothing. So l'm staying in my room. 


Propped on the bed, with the laptop in front of me, | watch some of our old videos. Not just any videos but 
the ones where we're hot, sweaty, and semi-naked. Brings back a lot of happy memories. Memories of what 
mostly happened before and after those shows. 


Watching them, | can feel my shorts getting tighter. I've given up wearing anything other than sweatpants, the 
right leg rolled up over the cast. | want to shove my hand between myself and the laptop and jerk off to Dave 
headbanging, his torso glistening with sweat. Even after all these years, he still has the ability to turn me on. 
Naked, sweaty Dave fucking me behind the backline. Naked, sweaty Dave fucking me in the dressing room. 
Naked, sweaty Dave fucking me on the bus. Naked, sweaty Dave fucking me right now. 


Wriggling, | place the laptop to one side and lean back against the headboard. Easing my hand in to my shorts, | 
let out a long sigh, my fingers wrapping around my aching cock Three weeks. Three, very long weeks it's been 
Panting, | keep an eye on the laptop, watching as Dave snarls into the microphore, lips curling back to show 
bared teeth. What I'd give to see that right now, snarling in my face as he fucks me. If this is what l'm feeling 
like, god only knows how pent up he is. 


| sweep my thumb over the head, spreading the pre-come along my velvety flesh. My fingers dance along my 
length and, in my mind, | can see us kneeling behind the backline, Dave hovering over me, nails raking lines down 
my sides as he roughly fucks me, his sweaty chest pressed against my sweat-slicked back My cock throbs in 


my hand, my orgasm rolling closer. 


There's a knock at the door. Since when has he ever knocked? Normally he barges in 


"One minute!" Dragging my hand from my shorts, | toss the blanket over my lap and hit the pause button on 
the video. 


The door creaks open and Dave looks in, the hang dog expression back on his face and two mugs of coffee in 


his hands. "Thought I'd come and talk to you." He shrugs. "Bored by myself." 


| smile and gesture him closer, his eyebrows arching as he looks at me. "You feeling okay? You're all red and 


flustered." 

"Yeah, I'm fine, just a little hot." 

"I can go turn the air con up a bit if you want?" 
"No, I'm fine." | pat the bed. "Come and sit with me." 


He sits beside me, puts the coffees to one side and places a hand on my thigh. | watch as his hand strokes 
painfully close to my groin, my breath hitched. 


"David?" 
| don't look at him, my fingers inching closer to the laptop, intent on hiding the video. 
"You're not okay, are you?" he softly presses. "And you're watching our old videos.” 


The blanket is eased from my lap and | close my eyes, biting my bottom lip. | can still feel the heat rushing 
through my groin. A hand touches my chin, tilting my head. Opening an eye, | look at him. 


"Thought you weren't well enough for this?" 
"| wasn't," | lie. 


His hands glide over my torso, finding their way to my face. Cupping my jaw, he leans down and kisses me. "We 
don't have to," he murmurs. 


My body reacts, his kisses making my groin tighten even more, my heart racing. "| want to.” 
"Sure?" 
Pulling away, | look up into his eyes, taking in the sparkle which is returning to them. "Sure." 


Reaching for the laptop, he carefully places it on the floor. Kneeling at my feet, Dave slowly eases down my 
sweatpants and shorts, taking extra care not to hurt me. Lifting my arms, | allow him to pull the baggy tshirt 


over my head. He lips touch my breastbone and | tremble, stroking his head as he moves his mouth to my 
ripples, softly sucking on one, and then the other. | groan as he moves lower, over my stomach, his mouth 
brushing against my cock. When he takes the head into his mouth, l'm ready to explode, giving him a gentle tug 
on his hair to tell him. 


Sitting back on his heels, he smiles and, despite my awful baggy clothes, and crippling plaster cast, | suddenly 


feel like a million dollars. "You're so fuckin’ hot." 

A smile twitches my own lips. "Really?" 

He presses a kisses to my left leg. "You've always been hot. But if you need to hear it, I'll keep tellin’ ya 
Sliding from the bed, Dave undresses, tossing the clothes in a pile. My eyes ride up over his body, taking in 
strong legs and a firm stomach. His cock is already hard and he slides a hand along it and down to his balls, 
showing off and making me melt against the bed. 

"Fuck." 

He chuckles. "Like what you see?" 


Panting, | nod. "Fuckin love it" 


"Well, you can see it whenever you want." Its his turn to look at me. "We need to make you comfortable. Any 


ideas?" 


Gathering up a pile of pillows, | wriggle until I'm lying on my front. One pillow goes under the cast, the other 
under my hips, showing off my ass and giving me something to rub against. Drawing up my left leg, | open 


myself up for him. A low whistle drifts to my ears and | glance over my shoulder. 
Like what you see?" | wink. 
Dave just nods dumbly, one hand holding hair away from his eyes. | cock my head. "Come on then 


Stumbling to the drawers, he rummages through and finds a bottle of lube. We must have about twenty 
bottles stashed around the house, just in case the mood takes us. Like | said, we may be in our forties and 


fifties but can be horny teenagers when we fancy it. 


Dave kneels behind me and | fold my arms on the pillow, resting my chin on my hanas. Warm, rough hands 
glide over my body, taking in the swell of my ass and the dip of my back, momentarily rubbing the tight 
muscles. | groan and relax as thumbs work their way in, finding the spots the cast has pulled on and shifting 
them back in to place. Lips nibble on my ass, making me chuckle and squirm. Finally his hands slide back over 


my ass, lifting and moving my left leg a little more. 


Then fingers are sweeping between my buttocks, ghosting over my entrance. One presses in, breaching me and 
| bury my head into the pillow, the noises | make muffled. The digit presses deeper, pressing against the bump 
inside of me. My back arches, my head snapping up and | let out a low howl. A hand presses into the small of 


my back, rubbing tiny, reassuring circles. 


The cap of the lube is popped and, a second later, strawberry scented fingers return, slicking the cool gel 
against my skin. 


And then | melt against the bed as Dave enters me. 
"Gentle and slow," | murmur. 
Hands rest on my hips, his right hand caressing the flesh above the cast. "Gotcha" 


Raising my hips a little, | urge him to start moving and he doesn't disappoint, using long, slow thrusts to tease 
me. The cottony soft fabric of the pillow rubs against my aching cock and | move as best | can, drawing out 
every sensation. Dave's good to his word, taking it slow, his cock sweeping past the spot deep inside of me, 


making me tremble and moan 


My eyes fall shut, this moment of sensuality drawn out. Every nerve tingles, my body screams for release. 
Lifting my head, | twist my neck and invite Dave for a kiss. Cupping the back of my head, he gives me a hot, 
searing kiss, his tongue playing over my lips, begging for me to open up. And | do, my own tongue battling with 
his, my lips wrapping around and sucking it. 


He gasps when he pulls away, burying his head in my hair, left hand still wrapped around my hip. His fingers 
stroke my skin, leaving a warmth in their wake, a warmth which goes through me like a lightening bolt. | don't 
know how much longer I'm going to last and | press myself against the pillow, rubbing myself against the lush 
material. When his lips find my ear, gently tugging on my earlobe, I'm ready to explode. 


"Daddy," | drawl, the word drawn out, one of my hands stretching out to curl around the headboard. 


Dave takes the hint and his thrusts become deeper. How he manages to keep them as slow as he does, | don't 
know. If that were me, I'd be too wound up to particularly care. But Dave does care and that's all that matters. 
Our rocking only pushes me closer, my cock pressed against the pillow, the sensual feelings balling in my groin. 


My breathing becomes deeper, the sweat beading in the small of my back 


"Yeah," Dave mutters and | know what's coming, the heat only rising further. "You come for me. Come for 


Daddy. Come long and hard. Keep rubbing yourself for me. Makes me hot when you do that. You know it does.” 


His dirty talk does it, driving me over the edge and my cock throbs against the bed, my seed pumping over 
the linen as | lift my hips. | tremble and groan, Dave's name drawling from my lips. My slight movements push 
him over the edge, his warmth filling me as his hands dig into my hips, teeth sinking in to my shoulder. 


Panting, we carry on rocking, drawing out every last moment, before we finally sink to the bed. Dropping beside 
me, Dave looks in to my eyes and smiles. He looks happy, sated, as though whatever's been haunting his soul 
for the past few days has gone. Shuffling closer, | drape an arm over his shoulders and kiss him, groaning in to 


his mouth. 


Pulling away, he eases me on to my left hip and pulls the now sticky pillow from under me. Tossing it to the 


floor, he pushes a clean one under me and allows me to get comfortable. 
"You look comfortable like that." 

| nod. “Actually quite comfortable. Might sleep like this tonight." 

He raises an eyebrow. "So we can-?" 

| nod. 

"Tomorrow?" 

| nod. 

"Tonight?" 


| grin and nod. Shuffling closer, | nudge my nose against his and kiss the corner of his mouth. "You know the 


fold out bed in the studio?" 
His eyes light up and | see that sneer begin to twist his lips. "Ill go and make it up," he says. 
My tongue licks along his lips and | feel him shudder. "And take lots of pillows" 


His hands wind around my neck, giving me another of those kisses which have kept me coming back for more. 


"Oh, | will, dont you worry. Lots and lots of pillows." 


